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5ecretary to the Mules: 


With: the Character of a 


LIBELLER 


By a Perſon of Quality. 
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Hou Common Shore of this Poetick Town, 
Where all our Excrements of Wit are thrown ; 
For Sonner, Satyr, Bawdry, Blafphemy, | 

ire empty'd and disburrtherrd all on thee : 

The Cholerick wight, nntruffing in a rage, 

finds thec, and leaves his load wpon thy page. 

Thou, 7ulian, (Oh, thou wiſe Vefpaſian rather ! ) 

Doſt from this Dung thy welEpick'd Guineys gather, 

All miſchiet's thine : Tranfcribing thou wilt ttogp 

from lofry Middleſex, to lowly Scroop. | 

What timcs arc thefe, when, in that Hero's room 

dow-bending Cup:4 doth with Ballads come, 

And little A/bton offers to the Bum ? 

Lan two ſuch Pigmirs fuch a wight ſupport ? 

Iwo fach Tom Thumbs of Satyr 1n a Court ! 

Por Gr072% grows old ; his Muſe worn out of faſhion; 

Php the lung Evpbelia's Lamentation : 

les art thou helpt by Dryden's Bed-rid Age ; 

Itzz Drone has lctt his Sting upon the Stage. 
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Reſolve 


WIDE | 


| (+ > 
Reſolve mc, ; poor ApoltatÞ, this Main Yotide ; 
What hope haſt thos t& rab-this Summer ur 3 
Know, and bc thankful then ; for Providence, 
By me, has {ent ghee this: InteNigence :,: 
A Krightthere is, if thou canlt gain his Grace, 
Known by the Xamie of the Hard=favour'd. Face ; 
For Ptowets of the Pen renown'd ishe ;- + 
From Don ©uixot deſcended lincally : 
And though, like him, unfortunate he prove, 
—_—_— in Attempts of Wit and Love. 
Of-his unfinili'd Face, what {hall I fay, 
Bur that;trwas made of Atam's own Red Clay ; 
Thar much, much Oker was on it beſtow'd 2 
God's Image 'tis not, but ſome Indian God : 
Our Chriſtian Earth can no relemblance bring 
But Ware'ot Portugal for tuch a thing. 
Such Carbuncleshis ticry Face confecls, 
As no Thane, ': 5h. can redreſs. 
AFace whichſhopld he.fze-Bur Heav'nwas kind, 
And, to indulge his Sclt-love, madc him blind. 
He dares not -{tir abroad, for fear to mect 
Curſcs of. teeming/Women in the {treet: 


The lea{tcould happen from thathidious fight;] . 


Is, that they ſhould miſcarry with the fright; + 
Hea!, 'nguard'emfrom thelikenc(s of theKnight! 
Suchis our charming $7repho7's outward man : 
His ingrard parts, Let thoſe deſcribe who can ; 
But, by the monthly fow'rs diſcharg'd abroad, 
Tis full, brim full-of Paſtoral and Ode. 
Erewhile he honour'd Bertha with his fame ; 
And now, he courts no Icſs Iowa's Name : 
For, when his Pathon has been boiling long, 
The ſcum ar laſt boils up into a Song : 
An 
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And fore no mortal creacure,nnt one time, 

as cre {o faro'regone with Love:: ant {þ ___ 
: To his 0 icar ſelt of Poetry REtalks; 
His hands and feet are {can; ning 25 bo w rates : 
His {qt 1nting loo tis p: ngs of.) $1 1t decal WY 
The very {ympt oms of 4 breeding Muſe 
And all ro gain the great Lov: iſi's & &race ; 
Bur never Pen did pimp for fuch a acc. 
There's not a Nymph, in City,” Town, 'or Court, 
But Strephor's Billet Doux's have m adeſport : «97 
Still he { oves on ; yet {till a$thre to mls +; 1 
As they w ho waih an /F:19þ'sthee, orhis. i, i T 
What fate unhappy Sr7-phonidocs atrend, 
Never to get 4/Miltrets, or a:Þ _ Pe 
Striphon alike both Wicz and Fools det oft ;-, 
Becauſe, like X/op'sBar, half Bird, half Pe | 
For Fools, to Poctry have no pretence; 
And common Wit ſuppoſes common Senſe : 
Not quite fo low as Fools, nor quite 0 top 
But hangs between 'em both, and is a Fop.. 
His Morals, lixc his Wit, are motly too: 
He keeps from arrant Knave, with much ado ; 
But Vanity and Lying fo prevail, (icale. 
That one grain morc of cach w ould turnthe 
He would be morc a Villain, had he time ; 
But he's ſo wholly taken up with Rhyme, 
That he miſtakes his Talent : all kis carc 
Is tobe thought a Poct, fine, and fair. 
Small Beer and Gruel, arc his meat and drink : 
The Dicrt he preſcribes himſelf, ro think. 
Rhyme next higheart he takes at morning pecp; 
dome Love-F piſtles at his hour of fleep: 
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So, between Elegy and ()dc; we lec- 

Strephon 151n a courlc of Poctry. 

This 1s the Man ordain'' to do thee good ; 

The Pclican, to feed thee with his Blood : 
Thy Wit, thy Poct ; nay, thy Friend ; for he 

. *Is fit to be a Friend to none, but FT hee. 

- Make ſure of him, and of his Mule, bctimes ; 

For all his Study is hung round with Rhymes : 

Laugh athim; jultle him, yet {till he writes 

In Rhyme he Challenges, in: Rhyme he Fights: 

Chargd with the laſt, and baſeſt Infamy, 1% 

His busneſs is to think what Rhymes to Lye; 

Which found, in fury he rctorts again. 

Strephon's a very Dragon at his Pen : / 

His Brother murdred, and his Mother whord, 

his Miſtrefs loſt ; yet (till his Pen's his Sword. ; 
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